Constance whirled around to face 
a tall, smiling stranger dressed, as 
she was, in deepest mourning. 

“I didn't know anyone was here,” 
she gasped, her heart for some 
unknown reason, suddenly 
palpitating. 

“But I was here all the time, right 
over there.” He pointed to where 
the columns cast a double shadow 


and left the corner in utter 
darkness. 
“I hate funerals,” Constance 


blurted out. “The smell of flowers 
and that incense, I... .” 

“Yes, I know,” the man replied 
with a slow smile. ‘They have made 
your head light. Come with me. Let 
us walk.” 


“One pinch of pain and you'll be immortal,” the creature hissed softly. “That's not much to pay.” 


24 


“But the funeral. Aunt 
Alison ... she...” 

“She would have wanted you to 
be happy and comfortable. Come.” 
He offered his arm and Constance 
took it. 


They went through a door and 


found themselves facing the 
graveyard. A light drizzle had 
changed everything into grey, 


indistinct shadows. The markers 
and statues leaned at crazy angles 
on the uneven ground. From far 
away, a lonely crow cried out. And 
the trees seemed so full of grey- 
green branches that they appeared 
to topple over with the naked 
weight of dripping dead wood. 

“You were very fond of her,” the 


stranger said, opening the low gate 
into the yard. 

“Yes. After both my parents were 
killed in an automobile accident 
just after I was born, she took me in 
and raised me.” 

“She also left you her money.” 

Constance turned abruptly. “I’ve 
given it to charity,” she said coldly. 
“The trust fund from my parents is 
enough for my small needs.” 

The man grinned. “Have no fear. 
I am not a fortune hunter by any 
means. My name is Granville. 
Charles Granville.” 

“Tam Constance Browne.” 

“T know,” was the reply. He again 
showed his perfect white teeth in a 
smile. Your picture is always in the 


newspapers. I have come here to 
meet you.” 

She sighed. “Always the same. 
Why won’t people leave me alone?” 

He laughed. “A young and 
beautiful heiress is always news 
worthy. And always very sought- 
after for various reasons.” 

Constance cut him off. “I must be 
back at the church. The others are 
waiting for me.” 

“Of course. Pll take you back.” 
Again he took her arm and led her 
down the path to the old church. 

At the door, he stopped. “I must 
be going.” Granville bowed and 
turned to leave. 

“Wait,” Constance called out. 
“You never knew my aunt. But you 
are dressed in black. For whom do 
you mourn?” 

“For you, Constance.” He bowed 
again and was lost in the shadows. 


ONNIE, HONEY whats 
come over you? You’ve never acted 
like this before and I’m worried 
sick.” 

“It's nothing, an Nothing at 
all. Just the funeral and all those 
photographers. You know how 
much I hate having my picture 
taken. And so many people coming 
to stare at me. 

“But you’re so quiet. I can hardly 
hear you over the phone. And 
yesterday when I came to see you, 
you just sat looking out the window. 
What is out there?” 

“Just the world, Jeremy.” 
Sudden intensity made her voice 
rise. “Oh, aren’t you tired of all 
this?” 

“Of what, dearest?” 

“This. All of this. Oh, Jeremy,” 
her hands clutched the receiver. 
Her knuckles turned white with the 
tension. “Tm sick of this room, of 
this house, of this life. I want 
nothing at all. Can you understand 
that?” 

“Yes, in a funny way, I can. 
Vague hopes are the most 
frustrating of all, I guess. You have 
nothing definite to act upon. But 
what will you do?” 

“Tm not sure. But I want to go 
away for a while. Not for long and 
not far away, but long enough and 
far enough to clear my head.” 

“Connie, you know I love you and 
that Pd do anything in world for 
you. Going away never solves 
anything because the problems will 
follow you. But I promise Pll not 
interfere with your plans in any 
way.” 

“Jeremy, I love you too. And I 
want to be your wife—and I shall, 
just as soon as I can. I'll be gone 


only a week and when I return, we 
will be married!” 

“Thank God for that. Listen, 
dear, I must leave you now. I have 
to be in court in half an hour.” 

Constance said good-bye and 
hung up the receiver. As a young 
lawyer just setting up practice, 
Jeremy had little spare time to 


spend even on something as 
important as talking to his 
betrothed. 


She sat in deep thought. Yes, she 
would have to get away. Those 
terrible dreams she’d been having 
ever since the funeral—always the 
same, yet always terrifying. In the 
dream she would awake and walk 
down the stairs of another house. A 
noise at the window had disturbed 
her. Going to a downstairs window 
she would see a huge seagull vainly 
beating its head against a pane. 
Suddenly the door would fly open 
and she would find herself in the 
gull’s body. Her wing was hurt and 
she was very cold. The fire in the 
hearth looked so inviting, but when 
she went over to it, she’d see a 
shadow. There in the corner was 
herself—with an wooden staff. In a 
flash she became the murderer and 
beat the ‘helpless bird to death. 
Blood spurted and Constance would 
snap into consciousness in the early 
dawn, half sure that it was no 
dream. 

She sat down by the telephone 
again and called the railroad 
station, making a reservation. She 
had never been to the small summer 
cottage left to her by her parents. 
but she had to get away to a place 
where nobody would know who she 
was. And the house would be in 
good condition. Aunt Alison had 
payed to keep the place in repair as 
a sort of tribute to her niece and 
nephew. The nearest town was 
miles away. All in all, the small 
house was a perfect place to take a 
short vacation. 


Six O’CLOCK found her 
standing in the living room. 

‘Funny, ” Constance mused to 
herself, “even though I’ve never 
been here before, I imagined it 
would look just like this. She 
wandered through the rest of the 
rooms. The view was magnificent. 
Two sides of the cottage faced the 
sea, and Connie could hear its 
pounding surf even with the 
windows closed. She looked out and 
not even a sandpiper was to be seen 
scurrying along the grey horizon. 

Connie stepped back from the 


window. The fresh gale that had: 


sprung up began to rattle each 


pane. She closed the curtains and 
turned to make a fire in the 
enormous hearth that stretched for 
almost half of the room. The 
cheerful blaze soon illuminated the 
polished oak planks and cast a 
warm, rosy glow on the quaint 
whitewashed walls. 

“This is more like it,” murmured 
Connie contentedly as she glanced 
with an approving eye at the room. 
She stooped to pick up the bag of 
groceries she had bought in town 
and went into the tiny kitchen to fix 
a simple meal. 

The rest of the evening was spent 
in front of the fireplace with a good 
book. For the first time in years, 
Constance felt perfectly relaxed and 
happy. Her aunt had been a 
powerful figure in society and as her 
only relative, Connie inherited all 
the publicity and obligations. She 
had practically no privacy from 
reporters, newspapermen and nosy 
people in general, and when her 
aunt passed away. She found 
herself even more in the headlines. 
But here, alone, cut off from the rest 
of the world, she could be herself. 
The gentle warmth of the fire was 
making her sleepy. She would need 
no sleeping pills tonight, just as 
earlier, the fresh salt air had made 
her hungry. She didn’t have to force 
herself to eat. 

Connie leaned back in the worn, 
comfortable chair by the hearth and 
sighed to herself. Maybe this was - 
what life was really all about, she 
thought. No fancy balls or boring 
dinner parties or rude interviewers. 
Perhaps she and Jeremy should 
settle here once they were married. 
Dear, dear Jeremy, how much he 
has had to put up with. And Connie 
resolved to make it all up to him in 
some way. 

She glanced down at her watch. 
Only ten o’clock, but she could 
hardly keep her eyes open. 
Yawning, she got up and climbed 
the stairs to bed. She hadn’t gone to 
sleep this early since she was a 
child. But for some reason she felt 
exhausted, drained of all energy, 
but also very relaxed and happy. 


Constance SLOWLY opened 
her eyes. Her whole body was 
numb, almost drugged. Her mind 
seemed fogged. She turned over to 
go back to sleep when she heard it 
again. A faint rapping, almost quiet 
enough to be ignored, but not quite. 

Shaking her blonde hair out of 
her eyes, she sat up and moved to 
the side of the bed. Connie was 
dizzy with sleep and paused for a 
moment to clear her head. The 
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GIRL WHO DIED TWICE 
(Continued from page 25) 


rapping was louder now. 

She got up—and the coldness of 
the floor fully awakened her. 

“Oh my God,” she whispered. 
“This isn’t the dream!” Her heart 
began to beat so hard she could hear 
it pounding in her ears. 

Her hand gripped the bedpost. 

“No,” she said aloud. “I must go 
down and see. I must see this to the 
end.” 

Trembling, she put on a dressing 
gown and hunted for her slippers. 
All the while the tapping and 
scratching were becoming louder. 

Constance decided against 
turning on any lights. She would 


peer out the window first to see 
who—or what—was outside, 
without letting him—it—know that 
anyone was at home. 

She crept slowly down the stairs, 
carefully testing each step against 
its creaking. Keeping to the wall 
and avoiding the center of each 
board, Connie held her breath to 
slow down her hammering heart. 
Each step was terror. One small 
noise would give away her presence. 
Just like the horrible dream—only 
it was real, it was happening. 
Painfully she reached the landing, 
then quickly darted around the 
corner. Luckily most of the 
living room was in complete 
darkness and she was able to keep 
in the shadows. She glanced 
fearfully at the front door. It was 
firmly locked and bolted. 

Sliding around to a window, she 
tried to peer under the heavy 
muslin curtain to see outside, but 
there was no space between the 
material and the ledge. She looked 
hopefully across to the other 
window on the opposite side of the 
door, but it too offered no help. The 
knocking and scraping increased. 

Connie cleared her throat. 

“Who is it?” The firmness in her 
voice surprised her. 

“A friend. Open up.” 

“Who are you?” 

“Charles ‘Granville. 
remember. The cemetary.” 

“Oh.” She fumbled at the door 
knob, then hesitatingly said, 
“Please come in.” 

The door swung open to reveal 
Granville, dressed as he was for the 
funeral, in deepest black. He 
stepped in and smiled. “Sorry 
about this late hour, but I had to see 
you. 

“What ever for, Mr. Granville? I 


You 


came here for a rest. I want no 
visitors—not now anyway. 1...” 
The rest of her sentence trailed off 
into silence. 

“Get dressed,” the man ordered, 
his eyes glowing. “The night grows 
short and we have much to do. 
You’ll not need a coat. This will 
keep you warm.” He pointed to his 
long cloak. “But wear something on 
your head. This is 
a—formal—occasion.” 

Connie found herself going back 
upstairs. It wasn’t that she wanted 
to, or even that she didn’t; but her 
will seemed to have been 
submerged somehow in a far greater 
whole. 

She dressed automatically. And 
selecting the heavy weil she had 
worn to disguise herself from 
publicity and photographers on the 
train, she walked down again. 

Granville was waiting by the foot 
of the stairs. “Here, put this on.” 


He placed the cape around her 
shoulders. The weight of it almost 
caused Constance to lose her 
balance. “Steady, there. You’ll soon 
get used to it. In fact you'll get used 
to lot of things before you’re very 
much older. Come. The time draws 
near.” 

He led her into the night. There 
was no moon now, and the wind had 
died down, leaving the beach as still 
and as quiet as the first day of 
creation. Connie felt no chill of 
winter with the strange cloak on her 
shoulders. 

“Where are you taking me,” she 
murmured dazedly to the man 
beside her. 

“To a special place that only I 
know of. It’s in ruins now, covered 
up by sifting sand and rushes. I 
used to live there many, many years 
ago. Ah, this night, this time—what 
memories it brings back to me. 
Listen.” 

Granville began singing in a 
strong baritone voice. The words to 
his song were a strange, long- 
forgotten language. And the melody 
was filled with unnatural, half- 
finished cadences. In spite of its 
strangeness, Constance understood 
the song perfectly. Visions began 
appearing before her as the music 
picked up in tempo. 

“Stop!” she screamed suddenly. 
“I know what you are now and I will 
not follow you!” A surge of fear had 
destroyed the man’s hypnotic hold 
over her. Constance tore from his 
grasp and flung the heavy cape to 
the ground. She ran. She ran faster 
than she had ever done in her life. 
Small plants and bushes seemed to 
reach out to her, to try to stop her 
flight. Over the ice-frozen sand she 
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flew—until with a strangled gasp 
she felt herself pitch forward into a 
great abyss. 

She had come home. 

“Where am I?” she murmured 
> when once again she came to 
ife. 

“Here,” was the laconic reply. A 
match was struck. Granville’s face 
loomed evilly in the quick glare. He 
smiled and leaned foreward to light 
a candle. 

Constance felt the cold stone 
under her. Her eyes soon used to the 
darkness were able to pick out 
objects in the murkiness of the 
small, long closed off room. “Iam in 
a tomb,” she said evenly. Somehow 
it really didn’t matter. 

“Correct, my dear. My tomb, and 
now yours. I had to bring you here to 
this. That is why I met you on the 
day of the funeral. I could see that 
you were unhappy, dissatisfied with 
life. You wanted more. And you 
shall have it. You are a most 
fortunate woman for I have chosen 
you out of every other female on 
Earth—to be my partner.” 

“Your wife? Impossible. I love 
another,” she said dully. 

“Jeremy. I know about him also. 
Go ahead. Marry him. Your being 
another man’s wife will hinder me 
not in the least.” 

“How is that possible?” 
Constance yawned. She felt so 


REVENGE OF THE WITCH 
(Continued from page 29) 


accepted his change and picked up 
the carrying case containing his new 
pet. 

“And may she bring you many 
hours of happy entertainment,” the 
proprietor called after him. 

Jonathan decided to take his cat 
home. He opened the case and the 
black animal leaped out, then 
bounded onto his lounging chair. He 
crossed the room, intent on moving 
the animal, when it’s green eyes 
focused on his and seemed to stare 
right through him. Suddenly a 
terrible pain leaped through his 
body, doubling him over in agony. 
He sank to his knees, clutching his 
stomach. Beads of perspiration 
sprang out on his brow. Without 
warning he felt his skin grow warm, 
then it began to burn. He moaned 
and raised his head, trying to look 
at the cat. It seemed to smile and 
suddenly the pain ceased. He 
crawled to his phone and dialed his 
office. 


“Mrs. ... Mrs. Nelson. This 
is... .-Jonathan® ..... ME. 
Laurence. I won’t be in this 


warm and sleepy. “I have given you 
immortality, power, dominion over 
time and space. You may have your 
piddling Earthly love, if you wish. 
But you can also have more—much 
more.” 

Connie’s hands went to her 
throat. She gasped. 

“Do not worry. The scars will heal 
in a few hours. Now come to me.” 

Constance arose from the slab 
and stood facing him. His fangs, 
grown long in the flickering light, 
gleamed like the tapers themselves. 
Once more he lowered his head. 

She gave a gasp and writhed in 
agony-ecstasy as knife points 
pierced the soft flesh of her neck. 
Granville’s tongue gently lapped up 
the few trickles of blood that still 
flowed. 

“In a few hours it will be day. You 
may leave whenever you wish. 
There is no danger,” he said, 
sensing a feeling of panic in 
Constance. Quickly adding, “We 
can only be active at nightfall. But 
we may move unencumbered in the 
day or sleep, whatever we wish. 
When will you be leaving?” 

Constance smiled broadly, her 
teeth also shining like knife-point 
fires. “Tomorrow. I want very much 
to see Jeremy. So young and strong 
and healthy. Pm sure he will be 
delighted with the surprise I have 


im.” 
m THE END 


afternoon. No, nothing is wrong. It 
must have been lunch . . . what I 
ate for lunch. Yes, all right. Tea and 
lemon. Good-bye.” 

He hung up the phone and 
searched for the cat. It was nowhere 
in sight. 


Tue TELEPHONE jangled him 
out of a storm-tossed sea of 
nightmares. He faintly recalled the 
horror of his journey. His body had 
been pierced, pummeled and torn. 
The air was hot, stifling, as he was 
journeyed through the very borders 
of Hell. The pain had been beyond 
belief and he had awakened in 
twisted, sweat-soaked sheets. 
Jonathan reached over to the night 
tale and pulled the phone into his 

ed. 

“Yes?” he gasped. 


“Hello, lover. This is your 
girlfriend. In case you’ve forgotten.” 
Cindy: In. lA haven't 


forgotten. Yes, our date. I’m sorry. I 
got sick after lunch. Something I 
ate.” 
“What did you have for lunch?” 
He plumbed the depths of his 
mind before answering. “Lunch? 
No lunch. I remember now. I didn't 


